







1 The Hiftorte 

Trm. O my fwcet beoffe,I muft ftill bec gx>d angel to thce 
themony is paid backe againe. * 

Fal. OI do not like that paying ba eke,tis a doubfe Jabor. 

Trin. I am good friends vyich my fatber and may doany thin» 

Fal. Rob mc the cxchequer the firft thing thou doeft^nd doc 
it with vnwalht hands too, 

Zhrr.Domy Lord. 

Trin. I haucprocured thee Iacke a charge offoot. 

Fal. I wouid ithadbeen ofhorfc. Where Ihall Ifindconc that 
can fteale well. O for a fine thiefe of the age of xxii.or therea- 
bouts: Iamhainouflyvnprouided. Well, God be thankedfor 
thefe rebels,they ofFende none but the vertuous; I laude them,I 
pnifcthem. 

Trin, Bardoll, Bar. My Lord. 

Trin. Go bearc this letter to Lord lohn of Lancaftcr, 

To my brother lohn, this to my lord ofWeftmcrland. 

Go Peto to horlé,to horfe,for thou and I 
Haue thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time, 

Iacke,meete me to morrow in the temple haule 
At two ofclocke in the afternoone, 

There Ihalt thou know thy charge,and there receiue 
Money and order for their furniture, 

The landisburningjPercy ftandson high, 

And cither wcortheymuftlowerlie. 

Fal. Rare words,braue world hoftefle,my breakfafteome. 
Oh I could wilh this tauerne were my drum. 

Ter. Wclfäidmy noble Scot,iflpeakingtruth 
In this fine age were notthought flattery, 

Such attribution fhould the Douglas haue, 

As not a fouldior ofthis foafons ftampe, 

Should go Ib gencrall currant through the world 
ByGod,Icannotflatter,Ido defie 
The tongues offoothers,but a brauer place 
In my harts Iouchath no man then your lelfé, 

Nay taske me to my word ,approue mc Lord. 

Dong. Thou art the King ofhonor, 

No m an fo potent breaths vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter one with /etters . 

Ter, 


of He nr te thefourth, 

per. Do fo,and tis wel.Whatlettcrs haft thou there* 
Jean butthankeyou. 

Mef. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Ter. Letters frem him,why comes he not himlclfc? 
Mef.Hc cannot come my lord hcisgrieuous ficke* 
Per. Zoundshow has he the leilure to be (icke 
In fuch a iuftling unie,who leads his power? 

Vnder whofe gouernment come they along* 

Mef. His letters beares his mind,not I my mind. 

Wor. I preethe tel me,doth hc keepc his bed? 

Mef He did my Lord,foure daics ere 1 fet forth, - 

And at the timé of my departurc thcnce, 

He was much feardeby his Ph liiiotis. 

Wer. I wouid the Ilate of time had firft been whole, 
Earehe by fickncflc had bin vilited, 

His healtn was neuer better worth then now. 

Ver. Sicke now,droupe now,this fickncsdothinfcdl 
Theveryhfebloud ofourenterptile, 

Tiscatching hithereuen to our campe, 

He writes me here that inward fickncflc, 

And that hisfriendsbydeputation 

Could not fo faonc be draw n,nor did he thinkc it meet 

To lay fo dangerous and dearc a truft 

On anv foule remoou’d but on his own, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertilcnicnt, 

That with our fmall coniutuftion wc fhould on, 

T o fee how fortune is dilpofd to vs. 

For as be writes there is no quai!ingnow s 
Becaufe the king is certainly poflcft 
Of al our purpofes,what fay you to it* 

Wor. Your fåthers fickncflc is a maimeto vs, 

Per. A perillous gafh,a very limbe lopt ofi; 

And yet in fäith it is not.his prefrnt want 
Seemcs morc then we fhal find it: w ere it good 
T o fet the exadf wcajth of al our ftatcs T 
Al at one caft? to fet fo rich a mainc 
Onthe nice hazard of one doubtflil! houre* 

It were not good for thercin fhould we read 

Hi. 
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